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credible eight feet of the Irish giant. I noticed some
bony fellows leaning forward in a rather absurd way,
and then discovered that they had been anthropoid
apes. I was asked to remark how flat the tops of their
skulls were, and did so, though without much satis-
faction. You scream, scratch, and throw coconuts,
apparently, and then, having another inch or so on
the top of the skull, you produce the dialogues of
Plato, Macbeth, the Ninth Symphony, and the cata-
logue of the Museum of the Royal College of Sur-
geons. In short, when the skull is the right size, it
immediately begins to put itself in museums. I am
sorry, but there is something here that eludes me.

There is one long room that is nothing less than a
symphony of bone. Man cuts a poor figure in there,
though I noticed that the tiger cut a worse. The
centre-piece is composed of the vast gleaming arches
of the sperm whale, like the ribs of a ship. Melville
would have clapped his hands at the sight of his old
friend so imperially housed. The prehistoric creatures
and the pachyderms are next in order of importance.
Nature apparently built these fellows to last, but they
have not lasted, except as shining ruins. That little
extra bit of skull has seen to that, and as Nature is
also responsible for anything that happens to skulls,
she appears to be playing a very queer and inconsis-
tent game.

But what about the game that Man has been play-
Ing? I caught a shuddering glimpse of it down in the
basement, where the Army Medical War Collection